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Summary: 11 months after meeting with a crushing defeat 
at the end of his last adventure, Isaac returns to vanquish 
his foes for good! Sequel to A Black Sun Dawns. 


*Chapter 1*: Chapter 1: Rise Up 


It had been 11 months since Isaac had taken on Joker in 
their final battle. Isaac, a hero to all gamers, intending to 
shoot up an oppressive high school, filled with stacies and 
chads, incel rage and Szechuan sauce coursing through his 
veins, as he led his one man charge against the society he 
lived in. Joker, the vile normie gatekeeper, who had 
oppressed his people for so long. The final outcome for our 
hero was 11 long months in jail. 11 long months of anal 
rape. During this time, Isaac's neckbeard had grown long 
and ragged, and his hair was fortified by a 3 inch layer of 
dandruff. Finally his torment was brought to an end, when in 
a bold move, his lawyer had him declared legally autistic, 
and all charges were dropped against him. 


His time inside the slammer had only filled Isaac with more 
hate for the chads. Every day, he thought about how his 
only friend, Geno had been shot dead by the Successful 
Video Game characters, and that now he was alone in this 
world. 


“There must be others", he said to himself, as he donned his 
Nintendo Labo armour once again. "Yes! Last time, | failed to 
avenge Geno, because | was all alone. But the expression is 
‘gamers rise up', not 'gamer rise up’. That's where | went 
wrong! | need to build an army of likeminded individuals. 
And together, we will burn this fucking world down!" 


With a wild smile on his face, Isaac climbed into the driver's 
seat of his Robin Reliant, and went speeding down the 
highway at a whopping 36 MPH. His theme song, Baby by 
Justin Bieber blared from his cassette player as he rode to 
the place where he knew all the incels would be waiting for 
him. He pulled up the midnight launch for the new Animal 


Crossing New Horizons. A bunch of smelly retards in fursuits 
were all queued up outside, the Switches in their hands 
loudly emitting bing bing wahoo sounds, which disrupted 
the tranquility of the night. 


"Gentlemen!" Isaac yelled, as he squeezed out of his 
comically undersized car. "I am here to offer you all the 
chance of a lifetime! The chance to be a part of something 
larger than all of us! You stand here tonight, your faces 
hidden in shame. But that's because we live in a society! A 
society which judges and casts us out, which makes us wear 
these masks. But I'm going to tear it down! I'm going to 
show all the staceys who rejected us, the chads who made 
fun of us, and the bullshit doctors who gave us fucking 
autism diagnoses! There's nothing wrong with my head, you 
fucking charlatans! You're the one who has stunted 
developmental growth!" 


Although he seemed to kind of lose his point, and descend 
into rambling, the fursuited cucks seemed impressed by his 
energy. Clearly he had reached a single, or even perhaps 
double digit count of testosterone, more than they had ever 
experienced, that was for certain. 


"Yes, we'll join you!" they cheered. "Gamers rise up!" 


"That's great", Isaac told them. "But for this great 
undertaking, | can only bring the best with me. So I will have 
to take off the masks of your fursuits, so | can be assured 
that you're up to the job." 


He stepped forwards, unmasking a blue horse furry, 
revealing none other than... some poorly drawn box boy 
from a game no one ever played. 


"Some of you will be too weak, too irrelevant to join me. But 
some of you..." 


He moved on in the line, unmasking a purple giraffe. 


",..But some of you have great power in this world. Like you, 
Waluigi! In the world of Twitter, there is no force greater than 
your toxic fanbase. | remember the day your followers 
bullied some hideous 13 year old stacey into suicide. Just 
beautiful. Brought a tear to my eye. Will you join me, and 
lend me your power?" 


"Yes!" Waluigi agreed, clearly inspired by the incel overlord's 
words. "I was happy to spend the last 20 years of my life 
hitting on Daisy, when we played tennis and golf, then 
watching from inside the closet as Luigi fucks her, after | got 
rejected. But now they're both in Smash, and I'm not! It's 
bullshit! Bullshit!" 


"Excellent", Isaac smiled, as he continued down the line, 
unmasking more of his incel brothers. Most of them were too 
irrelevant to even bother putting in this story to make fun of. 
But two more were welcomed with open arms into the incel 
rebellion. 


“Euden, tell us your story!" Isaac proclaimed before the 
crowd. 


"Uh, my name is is Euden Boar Ring! I'm from Dragalia Lost, 
a failed gacha game. Most of you may be more familiar with 
the Successful Video Game characters, but there is a lesser 
known group, the Successful Gacha Characters, who have 
been making life a hell for people like me. Every day, they 
would show me how retarded their whales were, how loose 
they were with their parents money, and how that translated 
into better waifus and microtransactions for their game. But 
| have a great power too! | am really good at sucking up to 
actual successful game characters, and getting them to 


cameo in my game, out of pity. So with my connections, | 
believe | will be a great asset to the incel rebellion." 


"Very good", Isaac told him, before moving on down the line. 
He found several more people who were even more 
irrelevant than him, but finally, he came to a stop by the 
man who would be the final member of his elite force. 


"What is your name, my boy?" 


"Springman. | may be younger than you, Isaac, but we have 
similar stories. Like how you were told by Nintendo that you 
would take the world of JRPGs by storm, | was told that | 
would take the world of fighting games by storm. But like 
how the JRPG fans were not impressed by a game where all 
you do is spam summons, the fighting game fans were not 
impressed by a game where all you do is bait and poke, with 
no combos or gamestate beyond neutral. And so, Nintendo 
cast us both aside. But like you, they at least believed in 
me! So I can point to all the failed attempts to push my 
game during its first year, and trick Nintendrones into 
thinking I'm part of a relevant franchise!" 


"That's... a real tragedy", Isaac said, with a sympathetic nod. 
"While all the normies act like 9/11 or the coronavirus are a 
big deal, the two of us knew true suffering! We knew 
betrayal! And now, we'll have our revenge! You all know me 
as Isaac, but in order for our movement to be taken more 
seriously, | am going to give myself a title befitting of the 
man who will tear down this society, and build a better one. | 
am the Supreme Gentleman!" 


"All hail Supreme Gentleman Isaac!" chorused the fursuited 
crowd. 


Just then, the store clerk came out of the game store. "Uh, | 
know you faggots, uh, | mean furries have been queuing 


here for the last 23 hours, and the store was supposed to 
open in5 minutes. But the midnight release is cancelled due 
to the coronavirus. So go call your moms up, and get them 
to drive you home." 


"Oh, what the fuck?!" complained all the incels. 


"Are we going to take this?!" Isaac asked them, as he began 
advancing on the store. "Are we going to let this society 
push us around, deny us the game that we paid for, with our 
parents money, and our fraudulently claimed welfare?!" 


"Uh, | wasn't asking", the store clerk told him. "Fuck off, or 
we'll call the police." 


"Oh, ok, we'd better leave", Isaac agreed. The incel rebellion 
nodded, and had their moms pick them up and take them 
home. 


*Chapter 2*: Chapter 2: The Soldiers 
of Soy 


The incel rebellion was ran off from the Animal Crossing 
midnight release party, but Isaac did not despair. His new 
brothers in arms, Waluigi, Springman and the Dragalia guy 
whose name | forgot crowded into Isaac's Robin Reliant, and 
they drove off to their first meeting. 


“These journeys used to be easier, when it was just me and 
Geno", Isaac said with a groan, as he felt Springman's 
stupidly proportioned arm sticking into the back of his head. 


"Why are we even taking this tiny car, anyway?" the 
Dragalia guy asked. 


“Because you're from some medieval Robin Hood shit, 
Waluigi only knows how to drive go-karts, and there's no car 
on Earth that could be operated by those abominations that 
Springman calls arms. Now will you all sit down and shut the 
fuck up, while | figure this out?" 


"My mom usually drives me", Waluigi added. 
"| hate you so much", Isaac told him. 


"You want to see my Fire Emblem Heroes account?" 
Springman asked Waluigi. 


"NO FUCK THAT SHITTY GAME!" Euden interrupted, as he 
had PTSD flashbacks of Alfonse and Gilgamesh stuffing his 
head down the toilet, back in Gacha High School. 


"You know, it seems like as much as we have in common, we 
also have a lot of differences", Isaac brought up. "As the 


supreme gentleman of this fine organisation of ours, | have 
decided that we will do some teambuilding exercises to 
become closer, so we can work better as a unit." 


"Eww, | hate exercise", the other three pasty little soyboys 
replied, in unison. 


Even though this was not his intention, this brought a big 
soy smile to Isaac's acne covered face. "Perfect. Now | know 
another thing we probably all have in common. You're all 
fashionable gentlemen, yes? ...Or at least you were before 
you decided to become wannabe versions of Luigi and 
Shulk?" 


"That's right", Euden nodded. "I have one of the biggest 
fedora collections in all of Camelot, or wherever the fuck my 
game is supposed to be set." 


"And | have over ten different ahegao hoodies!" Waluigi 
added. 


"I, uh... kind of struggle to change my clothes, with these 
arms", Springman sighed. 


"I somehow hate you even more than I hate Waluigi", Isaac 
groaned. "Anyway, you can at least put on a fedora, right?" 


"Do they make spring-shaped fedoras?" he asked. 


"Somebody throw this faggot out onto the highway", Isaac 
told the others, prompting Euden to open one of the back 
doors, and kick him out onto the road. Isaac's car had been 
made, before seat belts were invented, and so the springy 
soyboy was sent flying. 


"Is that the end of him?" Waluigi asked. 


He'll probably just bounce back or something", Isaac said, 
with a shake of his head. "Hopefully not until the next 
chapter, at least. Anyway, back to the point. | have brought 
us to the greatest clothing store on this planet, in order to 
help us grow closer. Behold!" 


They had pulled up by a giant superstore, with a giant metal 
fedora sign on top of it, which read "Cuck World: Tailored 
suits, made from the finest Japanese cardboard, to fit all 
occasions!" 


"Don't worry, they don't just sell Labo stuff", Isaac said, with 
an eager grin. "They've got fedoras, My Little Pony 
backpacks and t-shirts, lots of ahegao stuff, even some 
katanas!" 


"I'm going to spend all my parents' money here!" Waluigi 
said eagerly. 


"Yeah, me too, and my disability allowance as well!" Euden 
added. 


However, while the incel rebellion were about to have the 
time of their life, not all was well. Joker, the leader of the 

Successful Video Game Characters had learned that Isaac 
was out of jail now, and was back to his old tricks already. 


"Futaba, hack his mom's bank account, and check where her 
credit card is being used", he said to his fellow Phantom 
Thief. "That's how we'll know where Isaac can be found. "I've 
heard he's gathering a bit of an army. Byleth, Sans, | want 
you two to go down there, and steal their lunch money. Then 
put their photos up on r/ugliestcuckolds after you beat them 
up, so they can be identified as members of the incel 
rebellion." 


Meanwhile, Springman had survived being thrown out of the 
car, as Isaac had predicted, his springy body saving him 
from impact with the pavement. Since Isaac's car was not 
very fast, it did not take long for him to catch up with the 
others, and rejoin them at Cuck World. But little did he 
know, the two bullies, Sans and Byleth were right behind 
him... 


*Chapter 3*: Chapter 3: Cuckman 
Begins 


Springman awkwardly bounded towards the superstore, 
where his fellow welfare warriors awaited him. Although the 
last time they had met, they had thrown him out of a moving 
vehicle, which had immediately followed them calling hima 
fag, he was overjoyed to return to them. For the first time in 
his life, he actually had fans. The giant neon fedora sign 
beckoned him on, like a star at night, safely guiding a 
traveller home. He was what felt like steps away, before he 
felt something pull him back. He couldn't feel anything 
touching his body, but he was being dragged back. 


"Where do you think you're going, nerd?" jeered the voice of 
a bully. He knew that voice immediately. Byleth! 


As he craned his stupid spirally head, he saw that the blue 
haired bully was flanked by the infamous skeleton, Sans, the 
source of the psychic power which dragged him away from 
the store. 


"Isaac, Euden, help!" he called out, but was quickly silenced 
as Byleth swung the whip-like Creator's Sword, which coiled 
around his head, gagging him. 


"Hey, Springman", Sans laughed. "What do ARMS and the 
coronavirus have in common?" 


"| don't know, what", Springman answered, as Byleth briefly 
loosened the sword, to let him answer. 


"They both came out of China, and make anyone who goes 
near them throw up!" Sans answered. 


"Hahaha, good one!" Byleth laughed. "I've got another joke." 
"Oh yeah, what is it?" 
"ARMS's sales!" 


The both of them burst out laughing at this. Unfortunately 
for them, they were laughing so hard that Isaac and the 
other members of the incel rebellion actually did hear them, 
and came out to back up Springman. 


"Not so fast, Successful Video Game Characters!" Isaac 
called out. "You might think you're tough, when you 
outnumber us, but together we are strong! We're going to 
fuck you up harder than my wife's boyfriend fucks her ass!" 


"Yeah!" Waluigi and Euden nodded. 


"Hahaha, alright then", Byleth laughed, as he released his 
grip on Springman, allowing him to rejoin the others. "Let's 
see what the Beta Male Brigade can do!" 


The four of them stood there awkwardly, not really sure what 
to do. 


"Well, we're waiting", Sans told them. 


"Euden, how do you usually fight?" Isaac asked the failed 
gacha character. 


"Oh, that's easy!" he answered. "I take my mom's credit 
card, then | whale for an actual good character, like Mega 
Man or Marth, who can fight my battles for me, while | hide 
in the corner drinking soy." 


"Oh great", Isaac sighed. "What about you, Waluigi?" 


"I'll show you!" Waluigi exclaimed triumphantly, as he 
reached into his pocket. 


"Shit, what's he going to do?" Byleth wondered as he tried to 
figure out what Waluigi was taking out. 


The purple recolour pulled out an overpriced iPhone, and 
began typing something. 


"Wait, what the hell are you doing?" Isaac asked. "We're 
supposed to be in the middle of a fight." 


"Hold on, I'm doing it", Waluigi whined. "And sent!" He 
posted a tweet, which tagged Byleth and Sans, which read. 
"Hey listen faggots, | have hacked your phone, and unless 
you want me to leak your browsing history to your parents 
and employers, you better drink bleach!" 


Unfortunately for Waluigi, neither of them were vulnerable 
teenage girls, and so the lame attempt at blackmail did 
nothing, and they just beat his ass. 


"Ok, so now we know Euden and Waluigi are giant gaping 
vaginas", Isaac said, with a roll of his eyes. "Looks like it's 
just you and me, Springman. Show me what you've got." 


"You can count on me!" Springman assured him, firing one of 
his springy arms at Byleth's head. This mildly irritated the 
swordsman, who just took his now sprung out arm, and tied 
it in a knot. "Oh no, my one weakness!" Springman cried, 
realising he couldn't even use his arm now. 


"Oh, you've got to be fucking kidding me..." Isaac sighed. 
"Looks like it's all on me." He took out his shitty Gaia Sword 
and charged at Byleth. 


Byleth swung his sword back, easily cutting Isaac's ugly 
plastic shit in half, but then Isaac threw the contents of a 
bottle of Soylent in Byleth's face. While his eyes were 
burning from that, he punched him in the balls, which 
caused him to fall to the floor, clutching them in pain. 


"Nothing to it!" Isaac grinned. "Now you're next, you manlet 
Skeleton!" 


Sans just laughed and took out a bottle of spicy ketchup, 
using Isaac's own tactic against him, and burning his eyes 
with it. 


"Wait..." Byleth warned him. "Don't punch him in the balls... 
They're much to small, and you'll miss." 


"Oh yeah" Sans grinned. "Don't worry, he has another weak 
point to exploit." He knelt down and grabbed Isaac's flabby 
mantits, giving him a painful nipple twister, which gave him 
PTSD flashbacks to high school, leaving him paralysed. 


Sans then helped Byleth up, and the two chads took out 
their phones, taking photos of the defeated band of incels, 
before posting them to the mocking subreddit. They 
attempted to steal their lunch money too, but it turns out 
their bulls had already stolen it, earlier that morning. As 
they left, they tipped Isaac's Robin Reliant onto its side, and 
rode off laughing, driving through a puddle which they'd 
poured pig semen into, causing it to splash all over the 
incels. About an hour later, they finally began to recover 
from the crushing defeat they had suffered. 


"Uh, look at this..." Euden groaned, as he showed Isaac his 
phone. 


"You already showed me your loli hentai collection", Isaac 
sighed. 


"Oh, my bad, that's just my screensaver. Here, | meant to 
show you this on the browser." 


"Great...", Isaac said, with a defeated groan. All four of them 
had been put on the FBI watchlist, as suspected domestic 
terrorists, and were banned from carrying weapons in public. 


“Now how are we going to save the world from this shitty 
society?" Waluigi asked. "If they see us with weapons, they'll 
just cut off our welfare, and then we'll starve, with no tendie 
money." 


"If they see us" Isaac repeated. "Wait, that's it, I've got it! 
Joker and his shitty Phantom Thieves have those gay outfits 
they wear to avoid being identified. So I'll do the thing I've 
always survived by doing. Copying more successful JRPG 
games!" 


With renewed enthusiasm, he re-entered Cuck World, and 
began assembling the outfit for his new alter-ego. A fedora 
and a plastic Batman mask to hide his face and neckbeard. 
A Nintendo Labo robot suit to protect his morbidly obese 
body and prevent him from being identified by his beached 
whale physique. Joy Con and Gamepads to protect his arm 
and legs, and an almighty Power Glove to dish out justice to 
evil chads. He slotted a bottle of Soylent into the holster 
which his now destroyed Gaia Sword once filled, and took up 
a cheap replica katana as a new weapon. Finally, completing 
the outfit, he wrote his slogan 'Gamers Rise Up!' onto the 
cardboard armour, which he also adorned with his new logo, 
a fedora with the initials 'CM' written over it. An astonished 
crowd gathered around him, as he walked out of the store. 


"Is it a nerd?" one of them asked. 


"Is ita gay?" another asked. 


"No, it is I, Cuckman!" Isaac announced proudly. "I move as 
swiftly as the Nintendo Switch online's falling frame rate! | 
am stronger than Chris Chan's autism! The Cucked 
Crusader, Cuckman!" 


He began waddling out of the store to a mixed reception of 
confusion and cheering, before rejoining his fellow incels. 
"To the Cuckmobile!" he cried, inspiring them to follow him 
back to his upturned Robin Reliant. 


*Chapter 4*: Chapter 4: The Cucked 
Knight 


With his new identity as Cuckman, Isaac was ready to lead 
the incel rebellion on their first real mission. They were sat in 
Isaac's basement, now dubbed 'The Cuck Cave’, discussing 
their target over a plate of tendies that Isaac had traded in 
all his remaining Good Husband Points for. But one problem 
remained for our socially inept activists... 


"You three forgot to buy disguises too", the supreme 
gentleman told his followers. "If we go out on a mission, you 
won't be able to come with me, or they'll know it's you." 


"It's not my fault", Waluigi whined. "My mommy says they 
closed down the Hooter's she works at, for the coronavirus, 
so | won't get as much allowance until it ends." The other 
two nodded, recalling similar reasonings given by their 
parents. 


"Dammit!" Isaac raged. "We'll... We'll just have to improvise. 
Go back to your homes, and bring your pillowcases and 
sheets back here. | saw this on r/TheDonald once..." 


The three of them returned shortly, with what Isaac had 
requested. He took the pillowcases, cut eyeholes into them, 
and handed them back to his disciples. He then cut holes in 
the middle of the sheets, so they could wear them like robes. 
They put on their white robes, which now obscured their 
identities perfectly. 


"Excellent, now we just need a name for our group, and 
you're ready to ride with Cuckman on his first mission!" he 
told them. 


"What about the Cuck Crew?" Euden suggested. 
"No, that's too plain", Isaac told him. 
"What about the Cultured Cuck Crew?" Springman added. 


"That's better", Isaac agreed. "In fact, how about we spell it 
with Ks, instead of Cs, so it looks cooler?" 


"Yeah, that's great!" the other three nodded, and seconds 
later, they were writing the initials of their new organisation 
in black marker pen, on the fronts of their robes. 


"To the Cuckmobile!" Isaac bellowed, as he ran off, the four 
of them in costumes. 


They piled into his Robin Reliant, and began driving to their 
destination, the place they had originally met, the 
GameStop which had denied them their copies of Animal 
Crossing. As they arrived outside, the employee who had 
chased them away last time came out to confront them. 


"Oh, fucking hell, more of you smelly faggots? Look, | don't 
want to catch autism from you, so fuck off, store's closed!" 


"You don't get to talk to us incels like that anymore, 
evildoer!" Isaac told him, while doing a bad impression of 
Christian Bale's Batman. "I'm the cucked crusader, 
Cuckman! Wherever there are chads, | will be there to strike 
fear into their hearts, and BO into their noses!" 


"Ok, Fagman, I'll tell you what. Fuck off back to your parents' 
basement right now, and | won't call the police on your ass." 


Isaac and the GameStop employee locked eyes, staring 
intensely into one another's souls. This was a fight or flight 
moment for Isaac. Last time, he had chosen to flee, the fear 


of societal authority too much for him to overcome. But now, 
he had chosen the path of the vigilante. A masked hero, to 
fight for all the oppressed middle to upper class, 
unemployed gamers. His people. He knew what needed to 
be done. 


"Cower in fear before my first superpower, chemical 
warfare!" Isaac declared, raising his arm, and pointing his 
armpit directly at his adversary. Ordinarily, the BO would 
have knocked him out, but unfortunately, he was wearing a 
mask, due to the coronavirus, and was able to remain 
standing. 


"Ok, that does it, now I'm definitely calling the police", the 
employee said irritably. "Way to go, you fucking retards. 
Enjoy your criminal records." 


"W-Wait Isaac, | think we should get out of here!" Waluigi 
told him. "I don't want a criminal record!" 


"Don't use my real name, you fucking retard!" Isaac 
Snapped. "Now I'm going to have to kill him." 


"Yeah, sure you do", the GameStop employee said 
sarcastically, as he took out his phone. "Hello, police. Yeah, 
there's four faggots outside my store, and they won't leave. 
They're about 5'7 high, and 5'8 wide. Definitely super white. 
Almost certainly unemployed. Could you send over backup, 
and have them taken away? Okay, thanks." He then put the 
phone down, and looked at Isaac with a smile. "What do you 
think about that, Isaac? Oh wait, my bad, | mean Cuckman. 
Are you going to kill me, then?" 


"I'll show you!" Isaac cried out, in a fit of impotent rage, 
charging at the GameStop employee. 


He charged into him, and although he wasn't running very 
fast, his sheer weight allowed him to tackle the employee to 
the ground. After tackling him, he used all of his strength to 
pull off the flimsy paper mask, and snap the tiny string that 
was holding it on. He then raised his armpit to the 
employee's face, knocking him out cold. 


"Nice work, Isaac!" the others cheered. 


"Stop using my name, you down syndrome cunts!" he 
chided, kicking Waluigi in the balls. Luckily, he didn't have 
any. "Now let's go inside, and get those copies of Animal 
Crossing!" 


They followed him inside, and to their amazement, the 
entire store was deserted. It seemed the employee keeping 
them out was the only one there. They ran over to the 
Nintendo section with glee, and threw pipe bombs at the 
Sony and Xbox sections, before taking out rucksacks to stuff 
with copies of Animal Crossing, and all the games they 
wanted. Their looting continued for roughly ten minutes, 
before the sound of sirens began blaring from outside. 


"Oh shit, it's the police!" Isaac realised. "The sight of all 
these Nintendo games made me so euphoric, | forgot all 
about them coming!" 


"What are we going to do now?" Euden asked. 


"The only thing we can do!" Isaac told them. "We're going to 
make a stand. Kultured Kuck Krew, l'Il just call you KKK from 
now on, for short, we're going to show them what our 
organisation is all about. 


"Ok, but the police have the store surrounded", Springman 
told him. "I don't think we really have enough BO to knock 
all of them out." 


"We don't need BO", Isaac said, with a confident soy grin. "I 
only said that was the first of Cuckman's powers. | have 
something greater. Something so powerful, | wouldn't use it, 
unless it was my only option." He walked outside to face the 
police. 


"This is Officer Dick Bigsby!" a very black man told them. "I 
have probably fucked all of your moms at least once, so if 
you come quietly, we'll let you off with only a 
misdemeanour, just this once. Not like having a criminal 
record would matter to you socially inept clowns, anyway. 
You obviously aren't looking for jobs." 


"Fuck you!" Isaac exclaimed, as he stepped forwards. "I am 
sick of living in this society, that you fucking asshole chads 
have made a living hell for us. But now, | have something 
very special I'd like you all to hear." He took out a 
megaphone and pointed it at them. The police all responded 
by pointing guns at Isaac. "Guns?" Isaac laughed. "What 
power do guns hold compared to this? Tonight, | am going to 
do the unthinkable. I'm going to say... the gamer word!" 


"H-He's bluffing..." one of the other officers assured Bigsby. 
"He's clearly not got the balls to say that word..." 


"That's what you think!" Isaac exclaimed loudly. "You n-n... 
You n-n..." 


"This is your last warning", Bigsby told him. "Put down the 
megaphone, or we'll shoot!" 


"You ni-ni..." Isaac stuttered. 
"Last warning!" 


"FUCK YOU, YOU STUPID... NIGGERRRRRRRRR!" 


"Oh shit, all the officers gasped!" at once. They tried to open 
fire, but the sheer force of Isaac's words sent out an 
overwhelming shockwave of energy, which disintegrated 
both their weapons, and their bodies. 


By the time it was over, there was nothing in front of, or 
behind Isaac, besides a giant smoking crater. Being gamers 
themselves, the other KKK members were unharmed by the 
gamer word, even if they lacked the strength to utter it 
themselves. Now it was clear to the rest of the world. The 
incel rebellion had begun in full. 


*Chapter 5*: Chapter 5: The Cucked 
Knight Rises 


It was a few hours after the battle with the police, at 
GameStop. Isaac and his friends had made it safely back 
home to their basement hideout, without being followed. 
The devastating force of the N-word had ended all life in a 3- 
mile radius, save for the gamers themselves. They were now 
nervously huddled around Isaac's TV, watching the news. 


"At 9:39 pm today, a horrific attack was carried out by the 
KKK", the newscaster read. 


"Whoa, they know who we are already", Euden told Isaac 
anxiously. 


"It appears this cell of the KKK is led by a new, more radical 
leader", the newscaster continue. "We're dealing with a 
ruthless extremist, willing to carry out acts of domestic 
terrorism, unlike any we've ever seen in the history of this 
great nation." 


"Damn right, you are!" Isaac laughed, which got a few 
cheers from the others, although they still seemed 
unnerved. 


"A traffic camera, which caught the klansmen on their drive 

away from the scene of the crime gives us a first glimpse of 

what the radical white supremacist looks like. We're going to 
put his picture up on the screen, but viewers use discretion. 

This is one ugly motherfucker, so if you have children in the 

room, get them out of here." 


A blurry picture of Isaac in his Cuckman outfit was put up on 
the screen. 


"We don't have any idea who this individual may be, but 
based on the initials on his outfit, the experts have come up 
with a name they're calling him. That name... is Child 
Molester!" 


"What the fuck no, it's Cuckman!" Isaac complained. "This is 
fucking bullshit! First they call me a white supremacist, 
which I'm not, by the way, | actually happen to be quite fond 
of African American gentlemen in pornography, and then 
they get my fucking name wrong too! That's it! I'm making a 
Cuckman Twitter account and setting the record straight!" 


Angrily, Isaac got out his phone, and began posting a Tweet. 
It read: 


" RealDonaldTrump Hey, bitch! This is Cuckman, the badass 
revolutionary who is going to bring your gay ass country to 
its knees! If you do not issue a public apology immediately 
for the reporter calling me Child Molester on national TV, | 
am going to carry out another attack. This time, | will say the 
N-Word to Obama himself! You've been warned, asshole!" 


"Are we really going to call Obama the N-word?" Springman 
asked, with a concerned look on his face. "I know we want to 
cause chaos and shit, but don't you think that's going a bit 
too far?" 


"No, that's just a distraction", Isaac told them. "If he refuses 
to have us acknowledged as who we really are, | wi// carry 
out another attack. But it won't be on Obama. No, it'll be on 
a group of people who have had this coming to them, for a 
long time." Just as he was about to continue, Isaac's phone 
vibrated. "Hey, Trump wrote back to me already!" 


"What does it say?" Waluigi asked. 


Isaac read the tweet. "This terrorist thinks he is a tough guy, 
but he is not! The only thing he has accomplished is taking 
away RealKimJongUn's record for being the smallest dicked 
person to ever pick a fight with me. WE ARE NOT AFRAID OF 
TERRORISTS WITH MICROPENISES!" 


The other three started laughing, which made Isaac get 
insecure, and block Trump on Twitter. "Fuck that fucking 
asshole, he doesn't know shit!" he cried. "That's it! Time for 
another attack! This time... we're going to China, to bring 
down Joker and his Successful Video Game Characters once 
and for all. In the past, their relevance created a barrier 
which protected them from Z-List video game characters like 
us. But now, Cuckman is the #1 most wanted white 
supremacist in all of the US! We're relevant as hell again! 
We can finally hurt them!" 


"All those times the FE characters made fun of me for my 
failed gacha..." Euden said. "Now it's their turn!" 


"And those stupid Splatoon squids!" Springman added. 
"Why did they get welcomed into the FPS genre, while my 
ass got rejected from the Fighting Game genre!" 


"I'm part of an actual relevant series!" Waluigi complained. 
"Why does literally every other Mario character get to be in 
Smash, but not me?! I've got a way better fanbase than 
them! | bet Luigi's fans have never driven anyone to suicide 
before! They're weak, undedicated!" 


"Yes, with the infamy we've acquired, we'll finally be able to 
get payback on everyone who has wronged us", Isaac 
assured them. "It's time, gentlemen. Time for us to rise up." 


*Chapter 6*: Chapter 6: Smash Bros 
Blues 


Empowered by their newfound infamy, Isaac and his gang of 
rejects donned their costumes, piled into the Robin Reliant, 
and set off for China immediately. 


"So, how long does it take to drive to China, in your car?" 
Waluigi asked. 


"| don't know, it took me about three months last time," 
Isaac answered. "But that was when I was on my own. With 
you faggots in the back, I'll probably drive as fast as | can, to 
get it over with as quickly as possible." 


"Three months?!" Euden exclaimed. "B-But my mom will 
ground me for not coming home, for that long!" 


"Yeah!" Waluigi and Springman agreed. 


"Oh, you've got to be fucking kidding me..." Isaac sighed. 
"You three are the most useless fucking manginas I've ever 
had the displeasure of knowing! | thought that after all the 
people who made fun of you, called you irrelevant, told you 
that you were gaywads and queermos, stuffed your heads 
down the toilet and told you they were going to flush you 
and your crappy games away, with the rest of the shit, that 
you'd get a chip on your shoulders. That you'd be pissed off 
at the world, and want to get even! But no, you're just a 
bunch of fucking beta trash, and the world would be a better 
place if you all fucking killed yourselves!" 


"Guys, | think Isaac is losing the plot," Euden whispered, 
while he was still ranting. "Maybe we should just risk getting 
grounded, and not getting any Good Boy Points for a few 


months. If we piss him off anymore, | feel like he's going to 
Snap and say the N word again. And this time, we might not 
survive it." The others nodded in agreement. 


"Ok, we'll come to China with you," Euden told him. "I'm just 
going to go on my phone, and play my favourite gacha 
game to pass the time." 


"Yeah, I'm gonna go on Fire Emblem Heroes too," Waluigi 
said. 


"NO, NOT THAT FUCKING OVERRATED STUPID CANCER 
GAME!" Euden raged. "I MEAN DRAGALIA LOST, THE GAME 
I'M FUCKING FROM!" 


"Oh yeah, me too, haha," Waluigi laughed, as he started 
reinstalling Dragalia. "Oh nice, they added my waifu, Tiki!" 


"TIKI?!" Euden screamed. "THEY DID ANOTHER FUCKING 
COLLAB WITH FAGGOT EMBLEM IN MY FUCKING GAME?! 
REEEEEEEE!" 


"Finally, one of you got an ounce of fucking testosterone," 
Isaac said. "Why don't you channel that rage, when we go to 
shoot up Joker's high school?" 


"Guys, guys, look at this!" Springman interrupted, his soy 
smile the widest it had ever been since they announced the 
latest Star Wars movie. "I can't fucking believe it! They just 
announced they're putting an ARMS character in Smash! 
YEESSSS! MY TIME IS FINALLY HERE!" 


The other three looked at each other in disbelief. "Yeah, | 
don't know about that," Isaac laughed. "Out of the four of us, 
| actually think you are the biggest fucking loser of all. 
Euden and Waluigi piss me off, but you, | actually hate so 
much, | want to fucking murder you every single time you 


open your mouth. There is no way they would ever put a 
microdicked Happy Meal toy looking semen drinker like you 
in Smash Bros, when they could have a fucking video game 
icon like me, the protagonist of the famous Golden Sun 
series." 


"Yeah, well we'll just see about that, when Sakurai confirms 
me," Springman said confidently. "After I'm in Smash, maybe 
the Successful Video Game characters will let me join their 
club! O-of course | would never do it, because they're big 
meanies, but just knowing I'd be allowed in would be nice." 


The group then continued on their way to China. As the trip 
went on, Isaac began to hate his companions more and 
more, and what little of his sanity remained began to slip 
away. No more news was made about the ARMS character in 
Smash for two months, and most of the internet came to the 
conclusion that it was just a weird joke, which got lost in 
translation, and didn't land, and that they weren't actually 
going to waste a Fighter Pass 2 slot on ARMS. But Springman 
never stopped believing throughout the whole car journey. 
Even after Isaac told him that he had the smallest penis on 
the entire planet, which he followed up by telling him to kill 
himself, for the 804,348th time on their car journey, he 
never gave up hope. Finally, they made it through the 
Chinese border. 


"Ok, Joker's high school isn't that far away now," Isaac said. 
"We'll be here in a few days, I think. 


They travelled for a few more hours, enjoying the scenic 
nature of lovely communist China. A five year old girl was 
being executed in the street, in front of her parents, after 
Honorable Chairman Lingxinglimpdick discovered that she 
owned a plush toy Winnie the Pooh. A cloud of toxic 


chemicals burst out the chimney of a nearby sweatshop, 
killing the flock of mutated bats which were flying overhead. 


"One of my favourite parts about travelling is how you get to 
take in a bit of the local culture, wherever you go," Euden 
said. "I wish our country was as beautiful as this. Imagine if 
we could execute all those mean Nazis on Twitter who made 
fun of our games." 


"Yeah!" Waluigi cheered. 


"Oh my god, guys, it's finally time!" Springman exclaimed. 
"It's the Direct! They're going to announce me! They're 
going to announce me for Smash! I'm so excited! | saved the 
last four bottles of Soylent for us, so we can all enjoy this 
Direct to its fullest!" 


"Wait, are you fucking serious?" Isaac said. "I thought this 
was just some joke from Sakurai. They're actually going to 
announce an ARMS character?" 


He pulled over, and the four of them crammed in to watch 
Springman's phone, in the back of the Robin Reliant. At the 
same time, the Successful Video Game Characters were all 
gathered in Joker's solid gold mansion, to watch the Direct 
on their 600 inch UHD gold plated TV, while they got 
lapdances from strippers, and were served vintage whiskey. 
The moment of truth arrived, and Sakurai walked out 
onstage, to the applause of obese neckbeards everywhere. 


"Oh, herro! Chingchongchingchongching!" Sakurai said. 


An interpreter came forwards to translate for the English 
speakers watching. "Mr. Sakurai says 'oh hello, | can't belive 
how many of you fucking NEETS actually have the free time 
to be watching this live.’ " 


The audience cheered at this. 


"“Chingchongchingchong, kusoge ARMS!" continued Sakurai. 
"Chingchong Nintendo fanbasu! Chingchongching no 
standardo!" 


"Mr. Sakurai says 'we decided to add a character from that 
shit game, ARMS, because the Nintendo fanbase has no 
standards and will buy fucking anything we add, so we did 
this, just as a giant middle finger to all you stupid faggots' " 


The audience's roaring applause got even louder, to the 
point where the stupid manbabies in America watching it 
could actually be heard in China, where it was being hosted. 


"Chingchongchingchong, Springman micoropenisu!" Sakurai 
concluded. "Chingchong Springman smallest penisu in 
sekai! Micropenisu no good for Smash Bros! 
Chingchangchong kawaii waifu, Min-Min new fighteru! 
Chingchongchingchong!" 


As soon as Min-Min was shown onscreen, the Nintendrones 
watching at home took out their tweezers, and immediately 
started jerking off their 1 millimeter cocks. Some of the ones 
watching from the audience at the live event even 
shamelessly joined in in public. The interpretor tried to 
convey Sakurai's last message to the audience, but at this 
point, the applause was so loud, he couldn't be heard. 
Everywhere that the event was being viewed, the noise was 
deafening. Everywhere, except for in the back of Isaac's car. 
Springman just sat there in silence, his arms trembling, the 
optimism and hope in his eyes snuffed out. His world had 
been shattered right there in front of him. 


*Chapter 7*: Chapter 7: The Black Pill 


After watching the Direct, Springman's head sagged, and his 
hand fell limp, allowing the Soylent bottle he was holding to 
tilt and spill down onto his shoe. His phone screen faded to 
black, but he continued staring into it, his hand trembling as 
he did so. At first, the others thought he was going to cry, 
but the look on his face told another story. His blank eyes 
began to burn with a fierce flame. 


"HAHAHAHAHAHA!" Isaac burst out laughing. "You stupid 
fucking faggot, they put fucking MIN-MIN in, and not you! 
Fucking Min-Min! Nobody even knows who that is! And look, 
it says here that you're not just going to be an Assist Trophy 
anymore, you get to be an NPC on Min-Min's stage! 
Hahahahaha, what a fucking retard!" 


"Shut your fucking mouth," Springman growled, glaring at 
Isaac. 


"Oh, does the stage hazard think he's a tough guy now?" 
Isaac laughed. "Why don't you kiss my wife's boyfriend's 
ass, you little pussy?" 


"| said SHUT UP!" 


All of a sudden, Springman swung for Isaac, smacking him in 
the face so hard that he went flying through the windscreen 
of his shitty car. Springman got up out of his seat, and 
walked up to Isaac, who was lying in the middle of the road. 


"Get up," he said. "Get up NOW, or I'll stomp your fucking 
head into the pavement!" 


Isaac got up from the ground wordlessly, locking eyes with 
Springman, as he wiped away a trickle of blood that was 
running down his face. 


"That's it, you've done it now. I'm going to break your stupid 
springy neck, bitch!" 


"Try it, cuck." 


The two of them charged at each other from opposite ends 
of the road, and then leaped into the air at the same time, 
swinging for each other's heads, with clenched fists. 
Unfortunately for Isaac, he was a fat manbaby, and his legs 
didn't have nearly enough strength to get his obese body 
more than a few inches off the ground, and so he completely 
missed. Springman was in similarly poor shape, but he was 
able to shoot his arm out, and smack Isaac in the face. While 
Isaac recoiled from the punch, Springman charged at him, 
swinging at him repeatedly. However, as angry as he was, 
Springman was too weak to keep his fists clenched for more 
than a few seconds, and so he began flailing his open hands 
pathetically at Isaac's face. Isaac responded in similar 
fashion, and so an embarrasingly pathetic sissy slap fight 
broke out. 


A little Chinese girl and her mother passed by. 


"Mommy, why is that Fire Emblem Assist Trophy fighting 
with the Assist Trophy from Min-Min's game?" she asked. 


"I think they just want attention, " the mother replied. "Just 
ignore them, and they'll stop soon." 


After a few minutes of pathetic arm-flailing, both Isaac and 
Springman were exhausted. Though they had tired 

themselves out, it was more from getting their heart rates 
going faster than they were used to, than from any kind of 


damage they had inflicted to each other, with their pathetic 
attacks. 


"That's it, you've gone and done it now, you little faggot," 
Isaac said. "You've pushed me to this. I'm going to say it. The 
N-word. I'm going to yell it directly at you." 


Springman just scoffed, staring at him with a nihilistic look 
of disinterest and defiance. "That's it? You think hearing the 
N-word will have any effect on a soul as broken as mine? 
When an ordinary person hears the N-word, their mind is 
filled with visions of oppression and suffering, the 
mistreatment that an entire race suffered for generations. 
But me? I've suffered pain so great, it makes that 
mistreatment look as minor as a mosquito bite. So go ahead, 
you little pussy. Say the fucking N-word. See what it 
accomplishes." 


"Oh, | fucking will," Isaac said. "In fact, just so that there's no 
chance you'll survive, l'm going to yell it at you through this 
megaphone. Waluigi. Euden. Get my car to safety. | don't 
want it to be here, when the blast goes off." 


"But we can't drive!" they whined. 


"Then push it. It's so fucking tiny, I'm Sure even you pussies 
would be able to move it." 


Isaac warmed up his vocal chords, while he waited for Euden 
and Waluigi to get out of the way with his car. Springman 
just stared at him blankly, unfazed by it all. 


"It's time, Springman. I'm going to destroy you once and for 
all. N-nili..."” He began mimicking the Kamehameha pose 
from Dragon Ball Z, as he started saying the word. "Niii... 
ggggg...eeeerrr... NIGGGGGEERRRRRRR!" 


He yelled the blasohemous word directly into the 
megaphone, as he 'released' the metaphoric Kamehameha 
on his enemy. The force of the word was so powerful, 
Springman was launched backwards at breakneck speed, 
smashing straight through the large building behind him. All 
the buildings in the nearby area crumbled from the horrific 
power of the N-word, and when it was all over, a giant 
smouldering crater lay before Isaac, no trace of the city that 
once took its place remaining. 


"Hahahaha!" Isaac laughed. "Finally, | am rid of you, 
Springman! ...Wait, no! In the distance, | can sense... his BO! 
But that's not possible! No one could survive that attack! My 
nose must be malfunctioning!" 


But seconds later, Isaac would see something which 
confirmed his fears. Springman was still alive. And he was 
flying towards him, using his retarded springy legs to launch 
himself across the crater at great speed. Isaac tried to run 
away, but saying the N-word had used up all of his energy, 
so he could barely walk. Springman crashed into his back, 
tackling him to the ground. 


"That's all you've got, Isaac?" Springman laughed. "Just 
saying the N-word once used up all your remaining energy? 
You are unfit to lead us. You're weak! Allow me to show you 
the power of a true gamer!" 


He slammed Isaac's head into the pavement, and then 
leaned in close, so that his mouth was only an inch away 
from Isaac's ear. 


"Nigger." Springman said, his voice as coldl as ice. "Nigger!" 
he said again, yelling this time. "NIGGER! NIGGGER! 
NIGGER, NIGGER, NIGGER, NIGGER, NIGGGERRRRRR'!" 


"N-No it can't be!" Isaac cried. "He's saying the N-word over 
and over! How can anyone be this blackpilled, let alone a 
faggot like Springman?! M-My soul! It hurts! Not even... not 
even a hardened gamer, such as l... can take... much more of 
this...toxic language..." 


The blasts from Springman's slurring destroyed even the 
ground they were standing on, creating a far deeper crater 
than the one which Isaac's single use of the gamer word had 
made. Springman extended his spring legs, so that he could 
rise up out of the crater, while leaving Isaac for dead. The 
washed-up JRPG character lie face down in the dirt, his 
Cuckman costume in tatters, his body soaked in blood, and 
his life force fading. 


"Rot in hell, you little cuck," Springman sneered, as he left 
Isaac to die. "I suppose | should thank you, though. Sakurai 
picking Min-Min instead of me was what finally shattered 
what remained of my soul, and filled me with hate. But you... 
Your stupid fucking bullying was what made me finally snap, 
and release all this rage inside of me! Now | have awakened, 
| will be a much more powerful leader than you ever were. 
Under my reign, the KKK will bring the entire world to its 
knees! Gamers rise up!" 


*Chapter 8*: Chapter 8: A Darker Sun 
Rises 


"N-No..." Isaac coughed, as he stared up into the sky, which 
seemed so far away now. 


His eyes struggled to remain open, as he saw Springman 
make his getaway, leaving him behind in the crater. Every 
inch of his body was in agonising pain, his ears most of all. 
He tried to reach up to grab onto something, anything, but 
he was too weak to raise his arms more than a few inches off 
the ground. As his arm sagged down to the ground, his eyes 
finally fell shut, and he faded out of consciousness. Was this 
the end for Isaac? 


Meanwhile, Springman was making his way back to the 
Robin Reliant, where the other KKK members were 
presumably waiting for Isaac to return. Springman walked 
over, and got into the driver's seat, and sure enough, he was 
greeted by "where's Isaac?" 


"That faggot is buried in the ground, where he fucking 
belongs," Springman answered, starting up the car. 


"Wait, when did you learn to drive?" Euden asked. 


"| didn't," Springman said, with a wild smile. "But I figured 
that anything that fat incel can do can't be too hard." 


"Oh, ok," Waluigi said. "So what are we going to do now? Are 
we going to start a fight at GameStop again, or maybe 
complain on Twiter about Smash Bros?" 


"No, we're done with that pussy faggot shit forever. What I'm 
going to do is what Isaac said he was going to do, but was 


too much of a limp dicked beta bitch to ever attempt. I'm 
going to... burn this fucking society down. All of it. That is 
what we are going to do." 


"How are we going to do that?" Euden asked. 


"Simple. We're going to take over Nintendo's HQ. Then once 
we're in charge, I'm going to announce a new fighter for 
Smash, and that it will be shown on a livestream, two days 
from now. In two days, word of mouth will soread enough 
that hundreds of thousands of manbabies, in every country 
in the world will be watching. Then once hundreds of 
thousands of devices are tuned into my direct. I'm going to 
say the N-word. Hundreds of times. To hundreds of 
thousands of live viewers. Devices everywhere will be 
blowing up like nuclear bombs, causing mass destruction. 
Every major city will be in ruins. Then once it's all destroyed, 
| will build a new society from the ruins of this one. One 
where we will be the alpha males, and the fucking 
douchebag assholes who fucking picked Min-Min to be in 
Smash, and not fucking me will all be dead, like they 
deserve to be! AAAAAHGGGGGGGHHH!" 


"Oh god, he's even more insane than Isaac," Euden 
whispered fearfully, while the non-protagonist of ARMS 
ranted. 


"I want my mommy," Waluigi cried. 


Back in the crater, Isaac was finally getting up. But things 
were not quite right. He was no longer the 50-something 
year old obese, neckbearded, divorced cuckold manchild 
that he was in reality. He was the young boy that he was, at 
the beginning of his first game again. And he was no longer 
standing in the crater. Instead, he appeared to be stood 
outside of GameStop, only things were different, better. On 


the other side of the street, a pair of cops were beating the 
shit out of a black person, while onlookers cheered them on. 


"Oh shit!" Isaac exclaimed. "I remember this! It's America, 
but before Obama ruined it! That was back when my game 
was still a success!" 


He looked towards the GameStop again, only now he 
realised how special of an occasion this was. It was the 
release day for the first Golden Sun game. And people were 
actually going into the store, excited to play it. 


"Hey, did you see that new Golden Sun game?" a gamer 
asked his friend. 


"Yeah, it looks... exactly like Final Fantasy! And Final Fantasy 
is awesome, so | guess this game will be good too." 


"Yeah, let's go buy it!" 


Isaac watched on with teary eyes. It seemed like a lifetime 
ago, since he had ever been this happy. He started walking 
into the GameStop, but just as he was about to step through 
the door, he was pushed back by an invisible force, landing 
on his back. All of a sudden, the GameStop exploded into a 
burst of flames. 


"NOOOO!" Isaac cried, as he looked around in horror. 


Up in the sky, a burning red portal opened up. He could only 
imagine that on the other side was hell. In the streets, the 
awesome cops suddenly began to melt into goo, and taking 
their place was a bunch of Black Lives Matter cucks instead. 


"Wait, stop!" Isaac cried. "2002, come back!" 


"YOU WILL NEVER SEE 2002 AGAIN, INCEL!" echoed a 
horrifying, demonic voice from above. 


Isaac looked up, and descending from the portal was none 
other than the monstrous, disembodied head of Barack 
Obama, though now he appeared to have taken on the 
features of a cheesy creepypasta from the early 2010s. He 
had no eyeballs, and instead, blood leaked from his empty 
sockets, and a shitty static distortion effect played, every 
time he spoke. 


"I WILL TAKE EVERYTHING YOU EVER LOVED, AND 
CAST IT INTO THE FLAMES! Obama taunted, as he closed 
in on Isaac. 


The young Venus Adept reached for his sword, only now he 
wasn't so young anymore. He was the fat neckbearded loser 
that he was in reality again. 


"N-No, damn you, Obama!" Isaac cried. "I won't let you ruin 
everything again! | will defeat you, in the name of all 
gamers! Gamers rise up! Gamers rise up!" 


"NO, GAMERS CAN DESCEND... INTO THE FLAMES OF 
HELL!" cackled the worst President in all of US history. Isaac 
tried throwing his empty bottles of Soylent, and his unsold 
copies of Dark Dawn at Obama, but it was no use. The evil 
one was much too strong. 


"It's no use..." Isaac coughed. "I'm all alone now. My only 
true friend is dead, and the others have left me to die. Even 
if he's no longer president anymore, the damage Obama has 
done is too much to overcome... 


"You're not alone," said a voice to the side. It was Geno! "I 
will help you finish the fight, Isaac. "Between us, the 


combined total sales of our games almost reaches 500,000! 
Not even Obama can stand up to such power!" 


"Geno, you're alive!" Isaac gasped. "And you're right! It is 
time we send this demon back to the 7th circle of hell! 
Gamers rise up!" 


"Gamers rise up!" Geno repeated. 


And the two of them used their strongest moves, Grand Gaia 
and Geno Beam, only this time they were actually strong, 
like in the real games, and not just lame Windows Movie 
Maker tier special effects, like in reality. Obama was pushed 
back through the portal, cursing their names, as they sent 
him back to hell. Once he was pushed through, the portal 
closed up, and suddenly everything returned to normal. It 
was 2002 again, and Golden Sun sales and police brutality 
were back in full swing! 


"YEESSS!" Isaac cheered, his youthful body restored to him. 
"| did it! | saved the greatest year in human history! | have 
something worth fighting for again! Everything is back to 
the way it sh-sh... No...!" 


All of a sudden, Isaac woke up. It was 2020 again. America 

had been ravaged by two terms of Obama. Golden Sun was 
a dead irrelevant series. And Isaac was lying in a crater, on 

the brink of death. 


"No... Nothing... Nothing changed after all... I'm back in this 
fucking hell again, and everything is the exact same 
again..." 


"Don't be so sure about that," said a voice to his side. 


"G-Geno?! You're actually back for real?!" 


"| guess," shrugged the shitty wooden Mega Man bootleg. 


